S H A KE-S P H ARE S 

Therefore my MiftcrfTc eyes arc Rauen blacke, ‘ 

Her eyes fo futed.aiid they mourners feeme. 

At fuch who not borne ftirc no beauty lack, 

Slandring Creation with a falfc efteeme, 

Y et fo they mourne bccomming of their woe. 

That cuery toungfaies beauty ffiouldlookefo. 

128 

IJf Ow oft when thou my muhke mufike playft, 

* ■‘Vp on that blefled wood vvhofe motion founds 
With thy fwcet fingers when thou gently fwayft. 

The wiry concord thatmine care confounds. 

Do I cwuie thofe lackes that nimble leapc. 

To kifle the tender inward of thy hand, 

Whilft my poorc lips which fliould that harueft reape, 

At the woods bouldncs by thee blufiiing ftand. 

To be fo tiklcd they would change their ftate. 

And fiiuatjon with thoft dancing chips, 

Ore w'hnme their fingers walkc with gentle gate. 
Making dead wood more bleft then lining lips. 

Since laufie lackes fo happy are in this, 

<Biuc them their fingcrs,me thy lips to kiflcc 
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TH’cxpencc ofSpirit in a waftc offhamc 

Is luttin a^ion,and till atftion , luft 

Is,periurd,murdrous,blouddy full of blame, 
Sauage,extreamc,rude,crucll,not to truft, 
Inioydnofoonerbutdifpifedftraight, ; 

Paftreafon hunted, and no fooper had 
Paft realbn hMed asafwollowed bayt, ; ; - 

On purpofe layd to make the taker mad. - 

Made In purfut and in polfeflion f>, 

Had,hauing,ahd in queft.to hane extrearae, 

A blifle in proofe andproud and very wo. 

Before a ioy.propofd behind a drearae. 

All this the world well Icnowes yet none knowes wcH, 
To IhuH the heauen that leads tnc» to thii hell. 


S O K N B T 5. 
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M y Miftrts eyes are nothing like the Sunne, 

Curtail is farre more red, then her lips red^ 

Jf fnow be white,why then her brefts are dun: 

Ifhaires be wiers, black wiers grow on her head: 

I haue fccne Rofes damaskt,rcd and white. 

But no fuch Rofes fee I in her cheekes. 

And in ibme perfumes is there more delight. 

Then in the breath that from my Miftres reekes, 

I loue to heare her fpeake,yet well Iknow, 

That Muficke hath a fane ; more pleafing found: 
IgrauntI neucr faw a goddefl'e goe. 

My Miflres when fhec walkes treads on the ground. 

And yet by heauen I thinke my loue as rare. 

As any llie belf d with falfe compare, 

T Hou art as tkanous.lb as thou att, . 

As thofe whofe beauties proudly make them ctudk 
For well thou know’ft to my deare doting hart 
Thou art thefaireft and moft precious lewell. 

Yet in good faith fome fay that thee behold. 

Thy face hath not the power to make loue gronc;, 

To fay they crre,I dare not be fo bold, 

Although I fweare it to my felfe alone,. 

And to be fure that is not falfc I fweare . . 

A thoufand groncs but thinking on thy face. 

One ori anothers necke do w itneCfe beare 
Thy blacke is faireft in my iudgements place. 

In nothing art thou blacke faue. in thy deeds, ; 
AndthcnccthisftaunderasIthinkeproceed$,i- 
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T Hine cies I loue,and they as pittying me. 

Knowing thy heart torment me With difdtKne, i 

Haue put on black,and louiftg mourners bee,'"; 
looking with pretty.ruth vpoh iny paine, i <5 - ^ 
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